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 Teetric Light Flowr

MHas Long Boen a Favorite.

The mill .“lﬂ“‘ been remode ed and the
Fiour is better than ever,

IF YOU LIKEGOOD BREAD

CIVE IT A'TRIAL.
Eleotrie Light Fioor s made by
WORK & CO.

only, but SOLD BY ALL GROUERS,
E———
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CaprraL, $100,000.
SurrLus, $20,000.

mst fRaTroNAL BANK
OF RAVENNA, OHIO.

Cm_\s. MgerTts, President.
H. L. Hmxe, Vice Pres’t.
R. B. Carxanax, Cashier.
DIRECTORS,

Chas. Merts, H. L. Hine,
H. W. Riddle, C. S. Leonard,
Orrin Stevens.

YOUR BUSINESS IS SOLICITED.

,&mxn FoATIONAL QANK._
—or—

RAVENNA, OHIO.
Carrran Pamp Up, $150,000
In U, S. Bonds.
U. S. Bonpsof all kinds bought

and sold, and exchanged at cur-

_rent market rates.

U. S. Couron Four PErR CENT
Bonps on hand for immediate
G. F. Rosivson, President.
C. A. Regp, Vice Pres’t.

. Wa. H. Beesg, Cashier.
F. H. Carnanax, Teller.

Business Cards.
b —————— — 3

JOHN PORTER,

Attorney and Counsellor at Law.
BLACKSTONE BLOCK. EAVENNA, O.

TD EOAN.—Money so loan onFarm Prop-

JunN PORTER,
Raveons, U.

C. H. GRIT I'IN,

2 ENTLIS T, -0 cover First National
{ Bank., Ofice howrs from f e @ todp.m

H. i!. »1'IERS,
E’ WNICIAN AN D SURGEON, Cilee
__In Blackstune viock
open at all bours,

5. H. DUd:!E.L,-‘
 TTORNEY AT LAW, ani SOTARY
PUBLIC., Upunsel b « nglish aud German.
businesa ni1d joreign correspondende
- A for redinhie Bresnmship Hnes
:m,m

s Liothiing S1ore, Kavenbda

J. H, RICHOLS.

; and N FPuablle., Utlee
Wmu“xm,oh' vir Seécond Nationsl Bank,
RBavenns, Ohlo.

8. F, HANSELMAN,

TTORNEY AT LAW.
% PROSECUTING s TTOBNEY,

' t Ho
: in ¢he Couarl use. s ©

I. T. SIDDALL,
Atterney at Law.
Offioe in Phenix Block. BAVENEA, O

J. W. HOLCOMB,

TTORNEY AT LAW.
Telophone No. 58. Boom 13,Ridd'e Block

Eavenns, Ohio. 1113-1y

HARRY L. BEATTY,
TTORNEY AT LAW, NOTARY PUBLIG
Office, Room 18, Riddle Block,
11181y Ravenna, Ohio.

I. H. PHELPS3,

TTORNEY AT LAW
(1871) Office in Swilt Block, Ravennn, O,

=B_:'cwm’s. Bakery.

Corner of Main sud Prospect Bireets,
mekes s specialty of

FINE CAKES.

~-ALBO—
FRESH BREAD, BUNS, ROLLS
and CAKES, coery day.
We ose the best material, and take
m:to ‘have all our goods first clasa.
AND Bee Us,

C. B. BROWNK,
Corner Main and Prospect Bts.(116

REAL ESTATE!
For Sale, at a Bargain

HOUSE and about 1 acre of lard, on Jones 8t.,
Ravenns, with all kinds of Improvements

FOUR BOUSES and LOTS, well localed in Ba-
venna,

BEVERAL FARMS In Portage and Summit
Counties, for sale or exchange,

HOUSE and one sore, one mile west of Ravenna

FARM, 38 aores 13 miles west of Bavenna
Bmall house and good barn.

Also, MONEY 10 LOA N, on short notice.

J. R. BURINS,

Real Estate and Insurance Agent,
HKENT, O.
Or, H, L. BEatTY, Ravenna, 1148-

many that here s wherg
bognl:l'gwpmucmltwmh

March 22nd,

We open, this week, a large and beautiful
assortment of

Printed Bhina Bress Bilks
in great variety of colorings and styles—

Dots, Figures &c.—in prices ranging from
35 cts. to §1.00 per yard. Also,

Brocaded FEigured Bhina Silks

All Black—beautiful goods.

Laroe Line Brocaded Fast Black Saiimes

Both in French and American — beautiful
goods.——SPECIAL VALUES in Fast Black
Plain French and American Satines.

. We have a new fabric, called

27 SILICOT SATINE42=-

in Black, Cream, Light Blue, Navy, Garnet,
Pink. A very fine, lustrous Cloth, that at first
glance has almgst the appearance of a Surah
Silk, They are particularly adapted for Dress
Skirts, &e —in fact, for any of the uses for
which Surrahs are used.- They are 7-8 of a
yard wide—perfectly fast in color (the Blacks

s|are aeid proof), at the very low price of 25c.

per yard. We are selling them quite exten-
gively every day. :

New things in Fine Swiss and Nainsook
Embroideries in Match Sets

New Colored Embroideries in lovely
shades of Pink, Blue, and Red, in Sets.

Black Brilliantines for Skirtings, at 25,
35, 40, and 50 cents—Extreme Values.

Unusual good values in Black Serge and
Henrietta Suitings, at 50, 62, and 75 ects.

Special new colorings in Silk T:imming
Velvets, &c., to match the new Spring Goods

We are daily receiving new things in all
Departments, to which we invite the attention
of buyers.

D. M. CLEWELL.

»

GRAND DisPLAY
[t Wili PAY Yon to Visit Our Storg

@@mm@@%@mwﬂm%@%
LS, == Glasswar
NOVELTIES and FANCY PIECES!

120, A I0I8I0D W AVIRIE SO,
To be found in onefhouse in the State,

Our Prices are Below Competition!

Our New Upholstered Rockers are Dandies,
FROM $2.50 UP,
In CROCEKERY Finest Line ever shown
AND LOWEST PRICES.

i ;
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Our Bardains in Lamps you should not let pass

Oar UNDERTAKING DEPARTMENT

IS IN CHARGE OF A. B. FAIRCHILD.,
Which is a Guarantee that it will be well done.

W. A JENKINS & CO,,

No. S, Phenix Block.

Death's Little Girl

The it'e wir! who dld last night was such a
pretry chiied

Yau would have thourht that Teath, instoad
of frowndee, would hnve smiled;

You would have thought that he would like to
oo her at hor play,

And that content with seeing her he'd hurry
un his way.

For she was such a little thing, with halr llk
curling gold,

Just blg enough to langk and play, and mers
Iy three years old,

So fnnocent sho tried o eateh the sunbeams
in herhnnd—

And why be wanted her himself I cannot un-
derstund.

Thiere Is & lttle plcture-book that grievously
I8 torn, .

There is a littla shoe I know heg little foof has
wuoarn,

There 1s a little Noah's ark, with painted
beasts and trees—

If Death desired 1o please her there, why
didn't he take these?

The lttle girl who died last night, what can
she be to him?

For Deail s pictured black and stern, and
pltiless and grim;

Adfd she kifew nothing of such things, for she
wus bright and fair,

And sweet und tender as thevsmile that angel
faces wear.

0, will sho fear when she awakes to such n
wonidyroms change,

And will she cry, as children do, at things ghe
finds =0 strange?

And will Death care for her as we have carad
Ii other days,

And will he love heras we loved her, in all
ner gentle ways?

And if he will not do these things, O, tell me,
tell e why »

He stopped upon his way last night, instead
ol passing by

And if he loved hor legs than we, from whom
eho now 18 gone,

Why dida't he Just leave her here and bhurtry
quickly on?
—Carl Bmith, in Ladies’ Home Journal
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HOUSE TO LET.

“We have gotto move!” sighed Se-
lina Spencer. The wind rustled in the
leafless poplar trees, the muslin enr-
tains flapped in the draught. Old
Dorens, the colored servant, went on
sprinkling the pillow cases on the pine
table in the coraer.

“I’'ve seen it coming this long time,”
gaid Selina. “The landlord has been
ns good and considerale as possible

»

“De lan'lord’s an old harpy!" said
Doreas. “Lan'lards allays is?”

“No, he is not,” persisted Selina.
“We owe him eight months’ rent al-
ready, and I do not know how he is
ever to get his money. I would offer
him the piano and the earved rosewood
parlor set, if I thought they would
possess any value in his eyes—in part
payment, I mean.”

Dercas rolled up the coffee-colored
whites of her eyes.

“Pat pinno as was Miss Adelaide’s
when firs’ she come from Baltimo®
boarding sehooli” said she. “Dat lubly
funchure as was made to order in An-
nap'lis! No, Miss Lina—not wiv dis
chile's consent!”

And sbe rolled a thin old damask
tablecloth very tightly and packed it
into the ba¥ket with emphasis.

“Mamma must know nothing of this,
Doreas,” suid Selina, sadly.

*Danno how you'se gwine to keep it
from her, Miss Lina.”

“It can be done, Dorcas. I've thomght
it all out,” said the iirl. “She must
be made to suppose that she is going
to spend a few days with my employ-
ers a3 Newport——" .

“Has dey done asked her, Niss

I don't snppose

Lina?”

“No, you goose!
that they oven know that I've got a
mother. Iam only a typewriter and
stenographer in their eyes, and render
my services at so mucha day. Mra.
Plinlimmon is known all through New
York as afemale philanthropist, but
while she’s helping poor immigrants
ont of the slums and rectifying the
glop question she don’t appreciate that
a well-dressed southern lady may be
in sore straits. But she’ll make as
good a fignrehead as any other.”

“Miss Lina,” said Dorens, after a
brief silence, duringz which she rolled
and sprinkied, patted and folded with
unceasing vigilanee.

“Well?”

“I knows whar I could git §i a week
for lnundress or $5 for cook. Tink o
dat, Miss Lina.”

“Do you want to leave us, Dorcas?”

The old woman uttered a subdued

roan. “Lord knows it ain’t dat, Miss
ﬁin:ti Lord knows it’s honor enough
to work for de ole Spencers! But it's
money we uns wants—an’ ebery cent
o' de ole woman’s wages, dey’ll come
back to cle Missus and Miss Lina.”

The long lashes dropped over Se-
lina Spencer’s lovely hazel eyes. “Its
of no use, Doreas,” said she. “We've

rot to bend before the storm. HHush!

o yon hear that tapping?”

“Somebody knocking at de do'!”
cried Dorcas. “Why oo arf don't dey
ring de bell?”

“No,” said Selina, detaining her as
she was about to answer the supposed
summons. “It's the agent putting up
the “To Let.” But, whatever happens,
Dorveas, don’t let mamma know!”

She rose,and getting up ber hat and
gloves, went up the wide, gloomy old
staircase. Doreas looked after her
and shook her turbaned head.

“Meks b'lieve she’s pow'Tul brave!”
muitered she. “Tinks ole Dorcas
dunno she's erying dis berry minute!
Why dide’t she marry Mars George
Berkeley when he axed her an’ sabe
herse'f all this trouble?”

Up in the dimly lighted sitting-room
Mrs. Spencer sat, a faded belle of the
olden days. The piano was open, the
window was full of carefully tended
plants; a pinkshaded lamp burned on
the table, and Mrs. Spencer herself
was engaged in crewel work with slow,
languid fingers.

“You are later than usual to-night,
Selina,” said she,-fretfully. “Perhaps
yvour idea of = datiful daughter is dif-
ferent from mine, but I think any
amount of Shakspeare and Browuning
classes oughtn’t to take so much of
vour Lime away from your molther.”

“I stopped to give Doreas orders in
the kitchen, mamma,” Selina cheer-
fully answered. *“But T'm all rewly
now. What shgllI read to you uutil
the tea comes up?”

“Well,” said the poor ludy feebly,
“I’d like a few chapters of the *Scot-
tish Chiefs. It was the first novel my
dear papa allowed me to read—and in
wy opinion your Ouidas and Braddons
don’t come near iL."

And while Selina read ont the trials
of Helen Mar and Bruce the hrave, she
wondered how on earth she would
mansge about showing the house to
the eager sightseers who would be
sure to be atiracted by the legend “To
Let” on the morrow.

“Can’t o in dat ar room!" said Dor-
eas, interposing her stout figure be-
tween the hard-featured house hunter
and the door of Mrs. Spencer’s boudoir.
“Dat’s private, dat ar!”

“Anything wrong im the
sharply questioned the woman.

“No'm,” stolidly responded Dorcas.

“Ceilings cracked? Water pipes
burst?”

“No'm.”

“Then why can’t 1 see it?” witha
sudden push in that direction.

She might as well have attempted
to charge a battery of artillery. Old
Dorcas stood immovable.

“Lady ain’t well, mum,” said
“Can't nobody go in dat room!
you so afore!”

“Anything contagious?”

“No'm."”

“Sure?” *

“Yes'm, sartin shuah!”

“Very well,” said the house-hunter,

room?”
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| field of action.

with a forward jferk of the chin.
shull tuke no house that

“1
1 can’t see

All day long Dorcastonght the army
of investizators valiantly, and at night

as she herself observed, “she was jes' |

as tired as if she’d done a double day’s
wash.”  Stoub ladies peered into the
sub-cellar and denounced the draine
age; lean ladies poked their parasols
into the kitchen sink and tore off
strips of tha hall paper.. Deep-voiced
men parleyed as Lo the monthly rental;
fat old genilemen asked guestionsin
busky seccents.

The next morning, however, dove-
winged pence once more seftled on the
The agent came uvp
and removed the bill.

“The house is tnken,” said he.

“Who's took it?" demanded Doreas,
who chanced just then to be scouring
the brasses. But the agent either did
not know or would not tell. Dorecas
heaved a deep sigh. “Den,” says she,
“we've got to cl'ar out.”

The landlord sent Selina a polite
note in a'day or two. He hm‘)cnn-
cluded, he wrote, to accept ler offer
of the furniture and belongings as an
equivalent for a certain portion of the
unpaid rent.

“Now,” said Dorcas, *what is we to
do?"”

Poor Mrs. Spencer was all in a flut-
ter. .The Noewport scheme delighted
her, and she was very busy looking
over her wardrobe with reference to
the coming visit. Selina had written
to the auntof an old schoolmate of
bers, who kept a boarding house in
the fair senside city, asking her lowaest
prices for u comfortable room. Dor-
cas was to go with Mrs, Spencer as at-
tendant and maid, and Selina had re-

solved to hire a room in New Yorkand |.1

board herself as weil as she could.

“But this bas been adearold home,”
she muarmured. . *I wonder who will
sleep in my room. I wonder whose
hands will strike the yellow keys of
mamma’s old piano, and dust my flow-
ing blue china, and arrange the old
fiddle-backed chairs.”

The purple sunlizht shone soltly in;
the scent of a stalk of hyacinths in a
luss on the mantel bronghs back rem-
iniscences of the old'southern Hower
aardens, and all of a sudden a voice
which she had last heard in those very
aardens struck on her ear.

“Salina—have 1 startled yon?”

He extended g cordinl hand.

“Perhaps you fancied 1 could not
trace you out?” said he. “But I am
better at hide and seek than you
thonght.”

She courtesied hanghtily. His hand-
some countenance fell. Evidently he
was deeply disappointed.

“Are you not glad to see me,Selina?”
he exclaimed. *“Ab, Selina! I had
counted so much on this interview! 1
Sad planoed to renew my suit—to ask
you once aguin to be my wife.”

She drew her slight figure up.

“You are presuming too much on
my very evident poverty, Mr. Berke-
ley,” said she. *I refzsed when I was
Miss Spencer, of Spencer Vale. What
sort of woman should Ibeif 1 were
now to accept you—simply aza pro-
tection sgainst adversity?”

“But, Selinn——"

“Pray excuse me from any further
disenssion of the question.” said Se-
iina.

“May I not hope tosee your mother?”
he persisted.

“I should prefer not.”

“Do vou know, Selina,” he said,after
a brief silence, “that this is a very bit-
ter mortification to mef”

“Is it? Then what must
me? she retorted,
lpoking up at him,

He stood a second or two gazing
sadly at her. Stung by his scratiny
she swopt from the room like an an-
gered princess.

Half o minute later she came harry-
ing back, full of sweet, strange mis-
givings. But he was gone.

“I have let another opportunity slip
by!" she murmured. “Oh,. heavens!
where is my life drifting to?"

At that moment Aunt Doreas ush-
ered in the landlord—a {fussy, bald-
headed old gentleman, with a fur col-
lar to his coat.

“Gzood evening, Miss Spencer,” said
he. ¥l expected to meet the new party
hare.”

“The —1 beg your pardon,” said Se-
lina. »

“The gentleman who has purchased
this house and furniture,” explained
Mr. Beasley, “and settled it on your-
self and yoor mother, A friend of
yours, I suppose—Mr. Berkeley.”

Standing sadly in the shadow of the
rustling poplar boughs outside, George
Berkelev felt the magnetic influence
of another presence. A soft voice
stirred the twilight air like the far-off
music of forocotien days.

“Mr. Berkeley,” it sail—*Georzel—
please will yon forgive me?"

A dead silence ensued.

“Won’t you, George?” with a little
sob in the voice. “I—I don’t mean to
speak so harshly te you. I didn’t
know then what I know now of your
noble generosity.”

Silence—only silence still

“If 1 accept it for dear mamma's
sake, you surely will not misinterpret
me. Oh, Georgze! how can you be so
cruel? Why don’t you answer me?
What are you waiting for me to say?”

And still no word broke that haunt-
ing silence!

“George,”
changed wmy
wife!”

He took her in his arms.

“Dear sweethoart!” Lhe murmured.
“Dear little melting snow wreath. 1
knew that love would conquer you at
lagt!"

When Mrs. Spencer hoavd of the en-
gagement she said guietly:

“l alwayvs thought they carell for
each other,bat since yvour master died,
Dorecas, my poor bhead has scoarcely
been itself; but make haste and finish
the packing. We arve going to New-
port, are we notf”

And so the wedding trip was to New-
port.— Toronto Muil.
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Life Grows Topsy-Turvy.

At the last election in New Mexico a
woman inquired of a group of men if
the polling-places were to be found in
a certain building. *“Are you going to
vole!" they wnsked. *"No, I am only
going lo swear in the judges so that
the rest of you ean vote.” The wo-
man was Mrs. Flora Ellis Stevens, no-
tary public of Chama, who has for
several years adminisiered the oath of
office to all the Election and Returning
Boards, precinct officers, ete., and who
recently swore in her own husband as
Justice of the Peace. Things are get-
ting very topsy-turvy in this age of
transition. This woman might not
vote, yet the votes of men could not
bBe legally counted unless she gave
anthority to the oflicials.

No Wonder They Prefer Ball.

Among the subjects given ount for
Yule's sophomores to write about we
read this: “The recru wpoence  of
superstitious eredulity.” .(is an im-
mense reliel to some  graduates that
they have got their degree. Poor
sopnomores! _ Is it any wonder that
college hoys like to play ball occasion-
k“} ?—j’,"uﬂ,n’.‘;:’n Lorereer.

The United States produced 10,000,-
000 gallons more wine last year than
Germany did. .

‘ THE TEXAN CHIEF JUSTICE'S STORY

every inch of!” and she flounced out. | How an Invalid Hasband Revenged the

rme: FIRE! E IRH !
Insurance a Specialiy.

Ho! Good people of Portage Co.
Do you want Rellable Insuranes?
Then go %o E. M. WALLER, who
has just bought the M. A. King Fire
Insurance Agency—ihe largest in the
Co.—und is now glving his entire fime
to the Insurance business, :

Reasonable rates and honest dealing
is the motto. :

Orricr over N. Converse & Son’
Dry Goods Store; Ravenns, Ohio.

Betrayal of His Home.

The Alamo Plaza in San Antonio is
a pleasing spot at all times; but at
night, when the electric lights are
ablaze, it is especially attractive.

One evening the Chief Justice and 1
were wilking across the plaza.

“Do’ you know,” he said, “that man
we just passed reminds me of Mann?”

Now, [ had never heard of Manun, so
q&nr:\.ll ¢ 1 asked: "

What about Mann?”

“To be sure! You are a stranger in
this part of Texas, and this rare bit of
tragedy has never reached you. Let
us be seated.”

In every well-planned place for cest
and recreation there are seats or rest-
ing places, and the plaza is no excep-
tion. ‘The Chief Justice chose a very
comfortable one under a banana tree,
and, after lighting a cigar, continued:

“Mann was Postmaster in the little
town of Mattoon, Ind. He had con-
snmptlion, and when his term expired
he ecame down here to Sun Antonio.
He left his wife and little boy in Indi-
ana. Of course he liked San Antonio
—everybndy does—and sent for his
family. They lived in a little house
near San Pedo springs, and very hap-
pily, it seems.

“At the time I was practicing law.
One day Mann came into my office. 1
had met him before, bat had paid but
little attention to him. That day his
face fairly startled me. The poor fel-
low was wasted and withered; hiseyes
glowed like cbals, and he was yellow
as saffron. He was so weak it was
all he could do to talk above a whis-
DeT.

“Judge,’ he said, ‘I'm in trouble.”

“Tell me about it,’ I said.

“*There's a man," he went on, ‘lives
near me. His name is Chase, and he
runs a brick-yard. He's a big fellow
and handsome, niot like me.’

“When Manpn said this he held out
his bony hands and looked at them.
They were so thin you could almost
see through them.

“‘He's a widower. He used io come
around my house a good deal, and I
treated him kindly. Sometimes I
would come home and find him there.
He liked my little boy and wonld trot
him on his knee. I used to do that,
but lately I baven't the strength.’

“All this time Mann had spoken
slowly and with an effort. Suddenly
his wveice gzvew higher, his cheeks
turnec piok, his eyes flamed, and he
said:

“*He fell in love with my wife, and
they've run off. I am going to kill
him. 1 pray God to lei me live long
enough to kKill him.*

“Then he was seized with a congh-
ing fit, the blood bubbled from his
lips, aad I thought he would die then
and there. | poured some whisky
down Lim, and presently he was bet-
ter. I advised him to go home and let
his wife run ofl as often and as far as
ghe wished.

“Judge," he”said, and kis whole
soul was in tha words, ‘I'll kill him—
kill him like a dog! With that he
went away.

“Severul days later I met him in
the plaza. He was looking more wan
and more meager than aver. Buat his
eyes were unnaturally bright.

“*She came home, Judge,” he said,
‘came home duy before yesterday. I
was oub and when I went back she was
lying on the bed, stark dead. She was
dressed all in white; her wadding
dress. She looked so sad and pitiful 1
could almost have forgiven her. Poi-
soned herself; and she was one of the
best of women, Judge, until she fell
We'd been married ten years.’

“I could see bhe was miserable be-
yomil expression and so weak he tot-
tetwd, He came very near to me; his
face almos! against mine.

“‘Judge,” he said, ‘I'm laying for
him. Killing is too zood for him.’

“With that he broke down, and,
what with hiscoughing and strangling,
catwe near sinking to the ground. I
called a cab and sent him lhome.

“That was the last I heard of him
for two weeks. Then one morning I
looked at the paper and read in big
letters: ‘Another Murder! John Mnnn
Killed William Chase,® ete. He had
crept up to Chase's brick-yard early
one morning. He was too weak to
earry a guun, but he hired a Mexican
to carry it for him—a big, double bar-
reled shotgun loaded with buekshot.
When Chase came to work Mann
resteid the gun on the fence and shot
him dead.

“That’s all of it, only that they tried
Mann and I cleared him. Nextday he
died, and I'm raising bis boy."—San
francisco Argondud.

ANY WEAPON WOULD DO.

But the Other Man Concluded that He
Had Business Elsewhere.

One of the men who figured con-
spicuously in the pioneer days of Ne-
braska was Colonel Peter A. Sarpy, a
distingnished Indian trader and a
member of the famons American Fur
Company. An old settler tells the
following story in the N. Y. Herald
about this eccentric pioneer:

Coionel Sarpy preferved the free-
dom of prairies to the society of civil-
ized life and spent a greal cdeal of his
time in visiting Omala wigwams near
the old trading posts. He was regard-
ed by the Omahas as their Nekagahhe
or big chicf. JTu fact he martied an
Omiaha woman, Nakoms, to whose in-
tercessions he was more than once
indebled for the preservation of his
life when attacked by Indfans.

One night a erowd of frontiersmen
were gathered in the store of Colonel
Sarpy and the conversation turned
upon the treatment of Lhe Indiane,

Sarpy portrayed in glowing colors
the ncble traits of the red man and the
injustice heaped upon them by the
whites.

A tall, gaunt-looking specimen over
in the corner, who was busily engaged
in whittling, listened with consider-
able interest. He suddenly looked up
and interrupted the speaker.

“This yere talk about the Tudians as
good and braye and intelligent may
suit vour traders who have been swap-
ping gewgaws for their valuable buf-
falo robes and stealing their annuities,
but I have lived amoug them. too, I
want you to understand, and T'll be
hanged if they are not a lying, thiev-
ing race of dogs, who don’t know the
ditfference between right and wrong.
The sooner they are killed off the bet-
ter it will be for the country.

This was too much for Sarpy. Ha
advanced to the front of the speaker
and interrupted him in an excited
manner. “Do yon know who I am,

Highest of all in Leavening Power.—Latest U. S. Gov't Report.
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HER HUSBAND'S FLIRTATION-

It Tuarned Oot to Boe s Harmisss Afilr
After All

Mrs. Bellefield is very jealous ef her
husband, says the Pittsburg Chroniele-
Telegraph, and her friends know of her
failing. Oupe of them had a little fun
at her expense the other day in conse-
gquence of this trait. Toward the close
of an afternoon eall Mrs. Dukane said
to ‘her:

“Oh, by the way, I saw your hus-
band today at Lhe church dinner at
the old post office.”

* “Yes? He seemed to be enjoying
himself, I suppose?” I

“He did, indeed. Was he never in
love with Miss Dinwiddie before he
married you?"

“I'm sure I don't know, but it’s quite
likely. Wasshe at the dinner today?

“Yes, and I saw her bend toward
your husband and say something in a
conlidential, low wvoice,”

“You didn’t catch any of the conver-
sation?”

“No.”

Mrs. Dukane took her departureand
Mrs. Belletield waited impatiently for
her husband’s return homie that even-
ing.

“Oh, you shameless man!” she ex-
claimed, as he took off his overcoat
and hung it on the hall rack.

“What's the matter now?" he asked
in deep surprise.

“There you are, pulting on-an inno-
cenl face, as if the whold town wasn't
talkinex abount yonr flirtations with the
Dinwiddie girl.”

“Fiirtations!” herepeated in a dazed
sort of way.

“Yes, flirtations. Now don't pre-
tend she wasn't at the old post office
today when you got your dinner.”

“Yes, she was there.” ;

“(.;h. you'l admit that much, will
'Dll I °

“Certainly.”

“Then what were you and she talk-
ing so conlidentially abont?”

“We weren’t talking confidentially.”

“I suppose she didn’t even speak to
«on?ﬂ

“Yes, she did.”

“Ah! Now I've got you.
what she said!”

“She was one of the waitresses and

she asked me if I would take coffes or
tea.”

SHARK SHOOTING IN THE ORIENT:

Hunters Wilness s Strange Battle Be
tween “Tigers of the Deep.”

“Our arrival was hailed with delight
by the crew of the lightship, who
placed the cabin at onr disposal, and
we turned in early,” says a writer in
Forest and Stream. “I say we (I be-
lieve the doctor spent some time that
night teaching the major onr national
game), and was informed that he bad
a pupil so apt that what few rupees he
had Dronght with him went ashore
with the major. We slept well and
were up in time to see Old Sol get out
of his bed in the Indian ocean and lick
the hoary off our decks. After a plaje
of fruit, some fine fish, and fresh eggs,
with a cup of fragrant coffee, we got
out our battery and watched the move-
ments of a clumsy lagger that the out-

ing tide and the gentle morning

reeze had brought down from the
city with the very odoriferous carcass
of a horse, which the major explained,
was the decoy we were to shoot over.
The dead horse was hoisted overboard
and anchored about eight wards below
the lightship, and the lugger stood
about for home.

One of the sailors went aloft and
kept a lookout from the lantern cage,
while we ranged ourselves alop axq
breast-high bulworks, rifle in hand,
ready for the first flight. We bhad not
waited long when the major said:
“Now, boys, don’t shoot the decoys,”
and the doctor said something about it
being his blind; this irrelevant conver-
sation was interrupted by a ‘There is
one!' from the lookont, and we saw a
sword-bladed fin shooting towsrd our
boat at a ten-knot speed, culting =
ripple on the smooth suorface of the
water, and leaving a wake that flashed
in the morning sunlight. We knew
the game was there, but how to hit it?
In a moment we saw another fin, and
then another, until there were full &
dozen in sight. The great fish circled
around the horse as if to make sure
that ne could not resist - their attack,
when we saw one turn in the water
and a portion of his white belly show
above the surface as his saw-like testh
tugzed at a great chunk of horse flesh.
Crack went the major’s express and a
bright red cirele where the shark sank
testified to the accuracy of his aim.
The other fish did not notice the shot,
but attacked the horse like a pack of
ravenous wolves, while we shot at ev-
ery spot of shark that showed above
the water, until we had converted the
turquoise blue of the sonthern sea into
a sanguinary red. e e

While the sharks paid no attention
to the shooting they seemed infanated
with the blood and battled arvound the
dend horse nntil the water was lashed
almost into a foam. They soon be-
came so numerons thut it was impos-
sible to got & shot at amny particular
one, and we stopped firing and watch-
ed he fighting, seething. bleeding
mass. The justice of the title “Tiger
of the Deep” was apparent Lo all now,
as no more fetocious and bloodthirsty
ereature inhabits either land or water
than the shark of the south seas.

When the battlc was at its height
the major led us to the Toredeck of the
little stenmer, when we cast off from
the larger one and were soon among
the fighting leviathans, who appuarent.
Iy ook no heed of onrarrival, but con-
tinuwid to battle as viciously as before.
We steamed around and around the
horse, shooting every lish that appear-
ed. Some of them would go L{:} 'n
when hit, while others would continue
the light. Itis doubtful if a single
shot killed any one of them. The
crew brought up some small harpoons
and fastened to three large sharks,
which were towed out of the bat-

sir? he asked with considerable
emphasis. “I am Peter A. Sarpy, sir! |
If you want to flight, sir, I am your |
man, sir! I can whip the devil, sir! |
Choose your weapons, Bowie |
kunife, shot gun or revolver, sir! I'm
your mun, sir!”

Here the speaker, by way of empha-
sis to his remarks, snapped his pistol |
at the lighted candle on the table, |
about three paces away, and all were
left in total darkness.

sir!

I'he stranger |

tle and hauled away up to the town
to be skinned., The fish seemed to
have exhausted their fury after an
hour's strugele and we steamed back
to the wharf.

A Juvenile Commentator. *

Two little bovs were discussing
seripture characters, and one of them,
who took a highly moral view of
things,observed gravely that Abraham
was a very good man. “No,he wasn't,"

availed himself of this opportunity to | replied the ether; *he wasn't good at
make his exit by the side door, being | uli, for he oughtn’t 1o have had two

unwilling to serve as a target for the

P I = - |
unerring marksman who would prob- |

ably have extinguis.ed bim in a sim-
ilar manner. _

wives.® *“Ob,” wasthe triumphant re-
ply, “*but you know be had only one
wife—the other was a porcupine.”—
London Athenaum.

Tell me*

Prince George and the Blacjacket.

When Prince George, dnke of York,
had the indepondent command of the
Thrush, on the Wess Indian stafion, it
fell to his lot to have to convey, as

risoner, a young blusjacket belon
ing to anothership, who tnd been hi
erto a constant offender and continu-
ally on the . blacklist. From his de-
meanor, however, and by close obser-
vation of him, Prince George came to
the conclusion that there were many
seeds of lin the man aod the mak-
ing of a better career ant secured his
transfer to the Thrush. He had the
msap brought aft before him on the
guarter-deck and spoke to him as prob
ably he bad never been spoken to be-
fore. He told him that he was henee-
forth trausferred to the Thrush; that
as commaunding officer he put him in
the first class for leave and gave him
a clean sheet as regards his pastiof-
fenses.

“I do not ask you to make me an
promise as to your fnture behavior. {
trust to your honor and ﬁod{eeﬁng
alone, 'But remember fthat, the
rules of the service, if you offend again
in any way, or break your leave, I
have no option, but am bound to pat
you straight baek again to that els
from which I now remove you. Your
future isin your own hands. You
have had no leave for twelve months.
Go ashore now with the other special
leave mien. Yourpay hias been stopped,
and no money is due to you. Hers is
s savereign. Itrust to you not to
misspend it. You know as wellasI
do what you may do and what you
may not do. God help you to do the
rigr t and keep you from wrong.”

he mar was completely overcome.
He ol course answered nothing, but
saluted and then msrehed forward

in. His commanding officer’s eon-
fidence was not misplaced. During
the rest of the Thrusl’s commission he
was never once an offender; but showed
himself as active, willing and smart a
hand as any in the ship, and ‘after
working hours he was the lifd of the
forecastle. In the ship in which he
has subseguently served he has main-
tained his good condoet and attsined
& petty officer’s rating.

Didn‘t Fade in the Wash.

Waea had stopped the wagon to let
the horse drink at the creek crossing
the highway when a woman rode up
from the other way on a mule. She
had a bridle made of old rope and no
saddle at all, and ‘was riding man
fashion. Behind her*was a bagof corn
for the mill and in front four live
chickens on the port side of the mule
to balance a n jug on the star-
board. It was a gueer-looking outfit
taken altogetber, and as the woman
erossed the ereek and rode past us the
mule brayed, the chickena squawked
and the of corn tried to fall off
backward. ch of us gave ber a
“howd’y” as she passed, and she kagt
her nerve fairly well. Two miles the
other side of the creek we came to a
man sitting on a stump ip front of a
cabin “squat.” He motioned for the
vehicte to stop. puffed st hi% pipe for
half a minuote, and then gueried:

“Rekon yo' met a woman down thar
somewhar?”

“Yes,” replied the colonel.

“Woman on a mewl?”

il'rm.ﬁ

“gid n't hev no saddlep”

L1 o'n

“Was she flabbergasted or sorter
cool?” continued the man after another

use.

*You mean did she act nervous and
rattled?” replied the colonel. *“No,
she did not. She seemed perfectl
calm, and we were all much struc
with ber ladylike appearance,”

“Shake!” said the man as hereached
np his paw. ‘‘That's my ole womsan.
Jest went over to Georgy and married
her two weeks ago. She han’t used to
we unsg' ways around yere, and this is
her fust trip. She was bar'fut and
kinder skittish when she left home,
but if she rid past you all without tak-
in’ a kerflop off that mewl and makin'
fur the woods she’s as good as coon-
skins at 65 cents apiece. Thanky,
kurnel. Solong."—M. Quad.

A Barber Talks of Beards.

“Most men,” said the learned French
barber to a M. Y. {Sun reporter, “im-
agine that they can control the direc-
tion in which their beards w b
shaving. That is absurd. you wiil
take a microscope and examiune the
face of a baby a week old you will see
that the cheeks and chin are covered
with very fine, sof rs, iavisible to
the naked eye. The direction in which
they turn will never be changed. If
the child is & male those hmira will
constitute the beard when it grows to
baaman. Ifitis of the other sex
they will make the down which the
poets praise. Frequently men cometo
‘mie snd express a desire to bhave the
shapeof their beards sltered by chang-
ing the direction in which the hairs
grow. To all these I say q_nlf P :

“Messieurs, what youn ask cannob
be. Al the curling irons snd razors
in the world are puwerless agaiust the
decree of nature. Moreover, it wounld
be foolish for you to make Such a
change even though it wers possible.
Nature is a good artist, and if her
ideas are followed the result is always
good. A little training here or there
may be beneficial, bat the genersal
plan of nature should be followed and
not opposed. Be thankful messieurs,
that you have beards, and de not try
to ruin them.’ So, too, 1 tell those
with straight beards who wish to
make them curly and those with our-
ly beards who wish to have them
straight. It is possible to curl straight
heir and also to straighten curly hair,
but the efect is temporary and more or
less injurions.”

Paradise for the Pipe Smoker.

In Washington a man may place his
good old ‘brier pipe in his shapely
month and walk eround smoking, ac-
cording to the dictates of his own con- .
science, none daring to make him
afraid. It is not so in all parts of the
country. Thereare places where such
econduet would cause him to be ostra-
cized by society. There bas long been
a deep-rooted prejudice against the
pipe; a man might appear in puklic
smoking a cigar that would cause
horses to.swoon three bloeks away and
nobody would say anything, but if he
smoked a pipe on the street his social
doom was sealed. Reason, however,
has resumed its majesticsway. leveled
the barriers ‘of superstition, angd con-
quered the armed hests of prejadice,
and as a result the man who smokesis

happy.—- Washington Star.




